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Ghosts of the Past 


Author's Notes: 

This is kind of an alternate universe story in which the tale takes place within an historical context. It is a dark 
tale with disturbing imagery, many of which is based on historical fact though not in any way, shape or form 
on the lives of the people who the characters are based upon If you are disturbed by the realities of US 
history, | suggest that you do not read this story. The truth is ugly and | do not believe in whitewashing it in 
order to avoid offending the sensibilities of the delicate. 


0 do not weep, she says, 
for ages past | was 


and | endure. 


~ Hilda Doolittle "Ancient Wisdom Speaks." ~ 


Lousiana, [774 


The decanter sparkled in the candlelight as he poured himself another brandy, looking for courage in wine. His 
eyes blurred as he put it down, staring at the sniffer as if it wasn't there, the cognac looking warm and golden 


in the crystal. 
Warm and golden, like him.. 
No, he won't think of that. 


But the memories came anyway as they always did, torturing him with visions of the past and twisting the 
knife of pain in his heart. Of how he would watch him through the window, working in the fields, sweat making 
his body shine in the brutal sunlight. Muscles working beneath his thin shirt as he soothed a fractious stallion, 


unaware that he was as wild and beautiful as the horse he was handling. Free, even though he was a slave. 


They'd had brought him over from up further north. A Mulatto, it was said, sold from the old DeVilliers place 
when the old man had finally died. Before that, he had come from Virginia where they raised thoroughbreds as 
well as cotton. Rumor was he had looked a bit too much like the Master for the Mistress’ comfort. She 
wanted him gone, even if he was good with the horses and the old man had finally given in. They sold him 
south and he ended up here at the Broussard place. 


He had been there almost a year before William had finally come home from school admidst rumors of war 
and rebellion back east. The English colonists were getting fractious and William's father didn't want his son and 
heir caught up in the English madness.. 


English madness... William paused in his brooding, and what about French madness, mon pere? How do you 


explain that? 


It was known all over the parish that Louis Broussard was a vicious, brutal man, treating his wife and children 
hardly better then he did his slaves. And some of his children were slaves; the Virginia mulatto was hardly the 
only half-breed on the plantation All his life, William knew he had brothers and sisters working in the fields, 
being bought and sold like so much meat. Even as a small child, he knew that when young women were brought 
from the cabins into the house, it wasn't to make beds and dust furniture. Sometimes their screams would 
wake him up at night and by day, he would be haunted by the look of hopelessness in their eyes. Once, his 
father had caught him trying to comfort one of these women, a girl hardly older then William's sister. He had 
been beaten within an inch of his life and the girl was hardly grateful, cringing every time he spoke to her. 


They said that Louis Broussard like to beat his slaves, that he derived a perverse pleasure from their pain and 


suffering. And it was true, William knew that. He had seen it himself. Even experienced it himself though to a 
lesser degree. Not even the most conservative of the planters in the parish would tolerate a man who beat 
his white child like he did his slaves. Broussard's fondness for society was probably the only thing that kept his 
more sinister urges under nominal control. His reputation was barely respectable as it was and he did not want 
to risk what little tolerance he had by indulging his darker tastes. Not that he refrained altogether, thought 
William bitterly, remembering numerous beatings and unnatural acts. No, he just made sure that what 


happened in the Broussard house stayed there. 


William lifted the sniffer and downed the contents, picking up the decanter once more as he slammed the glass 
back onto the desk. His eyes wandered up to the portrait hanging over the fireplace, at his father's visage 


sneering down at him from the wall. 


You are one to talk, father, he thought at it. You who have committed pederasty on your own children, beat 
them and your wife for your own perverse pleasure. And | am a dirty catamite, an unnatural spawn of the 
devil because | loved a slave? You dare to call me that when you raped their women and beat their men for 


your own entertainment? At least | loved.. 
The tears came again and William poured himself another brandy, hoping to drown his sorrow away. 


Yes, loved. loved him! He took a sip and leaned back into the chair, tears pouring down his cheeks as he closed 


his eyes. Oh Saul My beautiful Saul.. 


It had been six months since that horrible night. Six long months of loneliness, guilt and despair and already he 
was beginning to forget what he looked like. The golden skin, the dark eyes that had shone with such passion, 
the velvet smoothness of his voice. William concentrated on each one, fixing them in his memory, trying to 
hold onto what he once had. That mane of wild, curly hair - how he loved to run his hands through it, 
fascinated by its touch and texture. Gentle caresses, soft sighs, the way his skin felt stretched across the 
muscles of his shoulder, the feel of lips on his neck. Little flashes of memory here and there, recollections of 
passion, of laughter and joy, of contentment in the arms of his beloved, feeling safe and warm for the first 


time in his life. 
All gone. Never to be had again. 


William sobbed and downed the rest of the brandy in desperation. He picked up the decanter and noticed how 
far the level had gone down. He didn't care. Even if it was his father's best, he simply didn't care. Not 
anymore. Soon it would be over and there would be no one for Louis Broussard to blame, not even himself 


because Louis Broussard never blamed himself for anything. 


He had loved Saul. He had loved him from the first moment that he saw him . Had watched him for months 
before he had the courage to even approach him. Even then, he couldn't bring himself to touch him, not right 
away anyway. He was too enthralled by his unearthly beauty to do anything but bask in his presence. The 
slave held an unholy fascination for him. IF William hadn't known he was from Virginia, he would have thought 


that he had sprung from one of those Voodoo witches down in that cesspit, New Orleans. It was that powerful, 


the draw he had. 
A curse, he thought, a Voodoo curse on the House of Broussard.to find love , only to lose it forever.. 


Saul wasn't like the other slaves, not even the ones who bore a striking resemblance to the old man. He didn't 
carry himself like them, didn't cower like they did, didn't have that dull look of defeat in his eyes. It took 
William a while to realize it was because he hadn't been broken and from that moment on, he found himself 
looking at the entire system with new eyes. Was it right? Was it just? To live off the backs of others and pay 


them only in sweat and pain? 


He never expressed these thoughts, not even to Saul, they were too dangerous. It was worth William's life to 


have those thoughts found out. For a slave, they were definitely fatal. 


Saul had taught him that freedom was a state of mind He was a slave but he was never enslaved. He was 
never broken because he couldn't be broken. Oh, he was polite enough, soft spoken, never drawing attention to 
himself by being smart or disobedient. He did what he was told without complaint even if there was always 
that little kernel of resistance, that bit of aura that spoke volumes. He was wild and free and feral, moving 
with catlike grace and a predator's strength that bespoke danger and a power that no slave had a right to 
have. William wasn't the only one to see it, wasn't the only one to notice the contrast with his gentle, kind 
nature. It drew people to Saul like a moth to flame, even old man Broussard but Louis Broussard was offended 
by it instead of attracted Sometimes, when the drink was in him, Louis would try and break Saul, try to tame 


him but never succeeded. Saul would merely take it and never change. 


It was like a storm tossed sea crashing against the uncaring mountain, William reflected No matter how he 
tried, father couldn't touch him. Maybe that was why | was attracted to him. Whatever happened to him, 


whatever was going on, he never let it get to him. Never gave in, always endured. 


And knowing his father, William should've known that in the end, Saul would be destroyed. Louis Broussard could 
never tolerate that kind of independence in anything he regarded as his for long. 


| should have stayed away from him, should have left him alone. Maybe he could've escaped. | could have 
helped him escape but no, | had to have him near me, had to touch the flame and we both got burned. My 
fault.. 


William folded his arms on the desk and dropped his head, sobbing. His fault. It was all his fault. IF only he 
could've stayed away, not touched, not fallen in love, Saul would still be alive. But he wasn't. He was dead and 
gone and William was forgetting what he even looked like. 


| destroy everything | touch.. 


That first time, in the barn, Saul had almost been afraid. Stiff, as if he didn't quite know how to react but it 
wasn't long before William got him to respond. Soft caresses, the hot touch of mouths to skin, quiet sighs and 


moans of pleasure. It was forbidden, unnatural but they couldn't help themselves and even if Saul had been 


resistant at first, it wasn't long before he was a damned as William was. William had seduced him thoroughly, 
gotten into his skin and made him his. 


They became inseparable. William made him his personal groom and they rode all over the countryside, stopping 
in out of the way places to make love in bits of wilderness. William couldn't keep his hands off of him and Saul 
gladly reciprocated. He had to believe that. He had to believe that Saul loved him as much as he loved Saul. It 
was bad enough he had to face the guilt of what he had done without having to face that as well. 


No, he wasn't guilty of that, Saul did love him. William knew it because Saul had told him so. Showed him many 
times. It wasn't all passion and lovemaking. They talked. Got to know each other. Laughed together. They were 
soul mates, bound together heart, body and mind. They never wanted to be parted. 


But they were nonetheless. 


That night..that horrible night. It was a nightmare that still haunted William's dreams. They had become 
complacent, certain that no one suspected and William made the mistake of bringing Saul into the house; he 
didn't think there was any danger of being found out. His father had gone to New Orleans on business and 
wasn't due back until for a couple of days. But he was wrong, horribly, terribly wrong. 


The old man had come home unexpectantly and walked in on them in the midst of their lovemaking. One 
moment, William was about to find his release in Saul and the next, he was being pulled off and slammed into 
the wall. He had passed out then, the blow had been so hard; the last thing he saw before unconsciousness 
took over was his father's raised fist as he wrenched Saul back by the hair - 


- only to regain consciousness in the cellar with Saul, still naked, cowering in the corner. Louis Broussard threw 
his clothes at William, ordering him to get dressed. He had a whip in his hand and the cold rage in his eyes 
terrified William. He wouldn't look at Saul and his hands shook as he hurried to do his father's bidding. He didn't 
want to think about the old man was planning, just listened and trembled while his father raged at him for 
what he had done. He was going to purge William of his unnatural lusts, save his soul from damnation and 
remind him of his true position in life; when William finished dressing, he forced the whip in to his hand. 


It was a long, thick instrument of evil, more suitable for cattle then a man and William blanched. 
His father slapped him, knocking him to the ground. 


"Now you listen to me, you little catamite," he snarled. "IIl not be having likes you under my roof. You either 


use that on your little slut until | tell you to stop or | will use it on you!" 


Oh God in Heaven, have mercy on my soul! William cried out in his mind. Beloved, forgive mel | couldn't help it. | 


was afraid! It was all so wrong and | knew it but | couldn't refuse. How could you have loved such a coward? 


The crack of the whip, the screams of agony still haunted William even after six months had gone by. The 


memory of it was seared in his mind. He could still smell the blood, still feel Saul's pain as he curled up on the 


floor taking the blows. The tears rolled freely down his face as he sat in his father's study, trapped by his 
guilt and reliving his horror. That one last look that Saul had given him. How he struggled to turn his head in 
the face of the blows to stare at William with such betrayal in his eyes just before their light was forever 
extinguished. Saul was dead and Louis Brossard had never intended anything different. He never told William to 


stop until the last breath was forced out the slave's body. 
Dead . By my hand. And my heart died with him.. 


The months after that were purest hell. His father wouldn't let him out of his sight and everybody avoided 
him. What hurt the most was the knowledge that if Saul had been a woman, slave or no, William would have 
been congratulated instead of cursed. If he had been a woman, Louis Broussard would have laughed it off and 
ignored what was going on After all, that was what slave women were for, wasn't it? To take care of the 
master's needs and produce more slaves. It didn't matter if it was rape for the most part, that was a man 
merely taking his rights. However, William had broken the ultimate taboo and fallen in love with a man and for 
that, he had to be punished; had to be married off before the scandal could break and wreck everything his 


father had ever created. 

Even the slaves avoided him now. He was a pariah in his own house. They blamed him for Saul's death, and 
rightly so; as far as they were concerned, Saul had no choice. He was a slave and a slave didn't have rights, 
couldn't say no or resist and for that he was eventually killed. Saul had been well loved down at the cabins and 
William was well hated for what he had done - the mood there had turned sullen, a dangerous development 
William hadn't bothered to warn his father about. Let the old man reap what he has sown. William would be 
long gone by then 

The fire had died down and the decanter was empty. William stared off into space, still lost in his thoughts. 


All | did was love him and my love killed him. My fault. I'm to blame. They didn't even give him the dignity of a 
decent burial. | have no grave to visit. They dumped his body in the swamp to be disposed of by the 


alligators... 


William shuddered, the tears starting anew. He picked up the pistol, checked the pan and flint, made sure that 
the ball was wadded in there good and tight. 


No more. No more would he live like this. No more. 
He put the muzzle in his mouth, tasting the sharp tang of steel and powder. 
Saul, | love you! 


He pulled the trigger. 


